A WINTER'S TALE

which I fear the wolf will find sooner than the
if anywhere I have them, 'tis by the sea-side browsirJ
ivy!"

'The Reverend Canon Ellacombe,' adds John Lane,
'in his Plant-Lore of Shakespeare, is silent on the subject,
and he once confessed to me that he had never heard of
the custom before/

But the custom is by no means so rare as Lane ap-
peared to imagine. A farmer whom I know on the
borders of Dartmoor, tells me that, in that district at all
events, freshly cut shoots of ivy are often given as tit-
bits to sheep or cattle that are ailing and off their feed.
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